A happy Now Year to you all at homo. Ever since wo got hero it has been pouring furiously, and almost incessantly, and the accommodations aro so suspicious on shore that as yet wo remain here on board. . . .
There are passages m the following letter to his sister which show a reaction from the tension under which Mr. Newman's mind had boon held by the scenes around him.
To n is SISTER HARRIETT.
OH hoard Ma '/Aww/w,' Corfu: January 2, 1833.
This morning in the iirst tolerably clear day wo have had. Monday and Tuesday have been days of incessant violent rain. ()u going on deck I was really astonished at the view. Even to-day in not a bright clay, BO I have a poor idea what the view really in ; but I nets quite enough : high mountains of a brilliant white or slate colour, folded in long plaits like a table-cloth artiiieially disposed along a rising and falling outline, without eroaHO or rumple ; rocks of a rich brown, looking HO near that you think you could touch thorn, and others of a pale sad colour, like Malta. We are to have a good ride to-day \ tho roads are said to be excellent, and soon dry. It is an overpowering thought to reeollcu'.t that tho place looked precisely tho name in the times of Homer and Thueydidos, as being stamped with tho indelible features of the * everlasting hills.'
Hero that famou* faction fight began which eventually ran through Ureece ; and what a strange contrast was tho Keene last night at tho Palace— tho ball on tho anniversary of Constitution Day— -at tho magnificent palace of a nation in the time* of Thueydiden not merely barbarous, but unknown. ]>rosHUH,m>vol to them, and unbecoming, but rendered fashion-able as being tho garb of their masters, soldiers in a liko eontume, and Ureok namoM and faces in tho midst of them all ; all mixed up ami dancing together, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Let me net it down in my books, a proposition HtrttUul and intKnputablo, that no change is so great an to bo improbable.
January 4.
I have a great deal to say, but fear I shall forget it. No description can give you any idea of what I havo soon, but 1 will not weary you with my delight] yet does it not aocm ah memory barely retains, and which fly from me when I pursue them, of that earliest time of life when one seems almost to realise the remnants of a pre-existing
